THE RAPE OF LVCREC'E. 

Deare Lord ofthatdeare iewell I haue loft, 

VVhat legacie (hall I bequeath to thee - 
My refolution loue fhall be thy boft, 

By whole example thou reucng’d mayft be. 

How T a r qv i n muft be vfd,read it in me, 

My felfe thy friend will kill my felfe thy fo. 

And for my fake ferue thoU falfe T a r qv i n fo. 


This briefe abridgement of my will I make, 

My foule and bodie to the skies and ground; 

My refolution Husband doe thou take, 

Mine Honor be ihe knifes that makes my wound, 
My ftvame be his that did my Fame confound^ 

And all my Fame that liues disburfedbe. 

To thofe thatliue and thinke no ftianie of me. 

Thou Col at ine fltalr oucrlee this will, 

Ho w was l ouerfeene that thou (halt fee it ? 

My bloud (hall wafh the fclander of mine ill, 

My liues foule deed my lifes fairs end ftiall free it. 
Faint not faint heart, but ftoutlie fay fo be it, 

Y eeld to my hand, my hand ftiall conquer thee, . 
Thou dead, both die, and both Ihall vigors be. 

This 
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THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

This plot of death when fadlicfhce hadlayd, 

And wip’t the brinifti pearle from her bright eies, 
With vntun’d tongue ihee hoarftie cals her may d, 

J Whofefwiftobedience to her miftrefle hies. . 
tc For fleet-wing’d duetie with thoghts feathers flics, 
Poore Lv c re c e cheeks vnto her maid feem fo, 
As winter meads when fun doth melt their fnow. 

Her miftrefle (bee doth giue demure good morrow, 
With foft flow-tongue, true marke ofmodeftie. 
And forts afadlooke to her Ladies for row, 

(For why her face wore fbrrov/cs liuerie.) 

But durft not aske of her audaciouflie, 

Why her two funs were clowd ecclipfed fo, 

Nor why her faire cheeks ouer-w afht with woe. 

But as the earth doth weepe the Sun being let, 

Each flowre moiftned like a melting eye ; 

Euen fo the maid with fwelling drops gan wet 
Her circled eien inforft, by fimpathie 
Ofthofefaire Suns fet in her miftrefle skie, 

Who in a fait wau’d Ocean quench their light, 
Which makes the maid weep like the dewy night. 
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